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Dire 
Author's Notes: 


Typical Christmas-| spend all month feeling great and then, 24 hours before the Big Day, | come down with a 
roaring cold. So, while | was waiting for the drugs to kick in, | decided to see if | could get another shorty 
finished. Its not perfect but it was fun to write. All the reviews are real and have been pulled from either 


Yelp itself or Google. Merry Ficmas, Soobie! 


My pizza had too much crust on it so | started a small fire in the bathroom and | was SHOCKED AND APPALLED 
that they asked me to leave. They pushed me out so fast that | didn’t have time to grab my crossbow from the 
booth | was sitting at. It was unprofessional and rude. | have received a warm welcome from almost every other 
establishment that Ive started a fire in and | won't be returning here. One star. 


Not regular karaoke place, 


No eatable Food in here, 
this place stink (old dirty garbage basement type smell) 


and overpriced drinks. One star. 


Dave stared at his computer, his jaw somewhere near the floor. Disbelief, followed by boiling rage, thundered 
through him. It took him several minutes as he read the slew of one star Yelp reviews. They were aimed at 


his home in Nashville and the reasoning was a complete mystery. 


Once the shock wore off, he pulled up Google and searched for his home address. A little icon sat over it with 


the headline Dave Mustaine's Dank Diner. 


Someone, somewhere had marked his home as a business. Hs home. The place that he resided in with his 
family. The place that he returned to in order to hide away from the brutality of the world. And someone had 


seen to violate that in the most public of ways. 


Growling, he grabbed his phone. David was the first person that he called. When Dave demanded to know about 
the bad reviews, David's response was to scream some obscenities at him and tell him that he was 
overreacting about something that no one in his band would ever do. It was the same story with Kiko and Dirk. 


None of them knew who had made the change, nor who was leaving the reviews. 


His next plan of action was to get in touch with both Google and Yelp. Both of them told him, politely, to not 
bother them with trivial matters and to look at the advice on their sites. He was just filling in their online 


complaint forms when, much to his horror, another popped up. 


No-one eating in the place but there was a lot of food placed under the heat lamps, obviously not cooked to 
order. Coffee machine not working, fries were horrible, assistant needs to get training on speaking to the general 


public, ordered hot water, got a bottle of cold 


Dave couldn't contain his rage any longer and let out a guttural roar. He swiped a hand at the computer, 
catching the monitor and making it sway on its stand. The veins in his forehead throbbed and the only thing he 
could see was the red mist that had descended over his eyes. He grabbed his phone and called everyone he 
knew, bellowing at them to find the perpetrator and bring them to a digital justice. He wanted to name and 


shame them and humiliate them before the whole world. 


Dave woke with a start. Sweat beaded his forehead and slowly trickled toward his eyes. He took deep, 
shuddering breaths as he sat in bed and looked around himself. Pam slept beside him and sunlight streamed 
through the windows. He could hear the sounds of birds singing and the house slowly coming to life. 


Reaching for the bedside table, he picked up his phone and unlocked it. With his heart in his mouth, he logged 
onto Google and plugged in his home address. His house flashed up on the tiny screen but other than that.. 


Nothing. 


No little icon. No little headline. No list of one star reviews for a restaurant that didn't exist. 


Dave smiled to himself and felt the tension begin to slip from his shoulders. It was all a nightmare and he 


could relax in the knowledge that no such technological crime had been committed. 


He was just about to place his phone to one side when it began to ring. His manager's name flashed across the 


screen and Dave felt himself frown. Sliding his thumb across the screen, he answered the call. 
"Mornin." 
‘Morning, Dave. Look, about what happened yesterday?" 


He leaned back against the pillows. "What about it?" 


"About your calling everyone demanding to know why someone had listed your house as some greasy-ass 
restaurant on Yelp." 


Dave felt the colour drain from his face and a boulder of sickness gather in his stomach. "Oh. Fuck." 


